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Most of the poorer natives being illiterate, things
have to be explained to them by pictures, as to
children.
When a train comes in the platform becomes
a cheerful pandemonium. Fruit-merchants and
sellers of vernacular newspapers jostle hawkers of
months-old English magazines left behind by pre-
vious travellers in railway-carriages, and crook-
backed water-carriers pressing to their hips the drip-
ping water-skins. Then there are the sellers of
almonds, of pistachio-nuts, of betel, of greasy little
meat-balls wrapped in leaves. Up and down the
platform, their merchandise set out in the large
trays they carry on their heads, they trot along
beside the train, crying their wares at the top of their
voices. Each has under his arm a sort of wicker
dummy serving as a stand for the tray when someone
hails him or a carriage looks particularly promising ;
on such occasions he takes the show-tray off his
head and dumps it down before him like a miniature
bazaar-stall. Then there are the friends come to
the station for a chat with someone in the train,
and others—they are the majority—who forgather
on the platform just to look on, or for no reason at
all. When the train halts very few people seem to
get in ; the passengers, on the other hand, seem all
to have reached their destination and bundle out
en masse. They do not go away, however, but linger
on the platform, making its confusion worse con-
founded, pushing their way from one compartment
to another, greeting friends, admiring such of them
as, recently enlisted in the Army, have come to cut
a figure in their brand-new uniforms. They go off
and rinse out their mouths, wash their teeth, souse
their heads with water and, before returning to the
train, have a drink at one of the two drinking-

